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By Kate, MA, USA
I was afraid…of pain…of being alone.  I wasn’t thinking of the future.  I wasn’t thinking of a human being inside of me.  I just felt so alone.  It was the ‘in thing’, you know, in the 60’s, to abort "legally" and I felt so alone.  I had been living in Boston only two years and had only two friends.  I didn’t love her father, a Korean Protestant minister, a research doctor married to an opera singer……..and they had children.  I demanded that he pay for the abortion. He gave me a vase.  

I wanted a child, but through marriage to a man I loved.  I hadn’t expected to share myself with anyone after leaving my fiancé in Baltimore.  I was looking for 'Mr. Right' in my new life in Massachusetts and I wasn’t taking protective measures. 

My friend Nancy was there for me.  She worked in physical therapy and I was the Director of Medical Records in a small Boston hospital. The night prior to my abortion, Nancy arrived with a picnic basket full of goodies.  I had her take pictures of me pregnant, and through our friendship, she lightened my burden.  She was a very special human being.

My vase and my pictures…….that’s all I now have.  That’s all I wanted then or I would never have gone through with having the procedure.

After it was over, I wandered down the hall to look in at the babies in the nursery.  The hospital had run out of beds on the GYN Ward and had to put me in obstetrics.  I just stood there looking in the window at all the babies.  I was in a daze when a nurse came by to lead me back to my room.

I didn’t think of my child very much until I was approaching menopause.  I began thinking of "it" as a "she," a daughter, and continued thinking I did what was right for both of us.  When returning home (Boston) from a visit in Baltimore, I decided to stop in Stockbridge to see the Shrine of the Divine Mercy where I met Rose.  We prayed and shared a lot.  Once she heard about my abortion, she encouraged me to give my daughter a name.  She knew a priest who would baptize her.  I named her Mary Kathryn, in honor of my mom.  

The first of God’s reminders came one day in 1992, when my gardener pulled up in front of my house with a pear tree in his truck.  He chose the tree…..I didn’t.  I stood there watching him dig the hole, and as he inserted the ball of the tree into the ground, he said, "It’s a Korean Pear!"  My child was Korean.  That tree was the only one in bloom at Christmas time.  No leaf or flower was seen on any other tree in such cold weather, but mine had beautiful white blossoms.  I still have a picture of it.

Then in the fall of ‘95, I decided to relocate to New England.  Within 5 months of the move, I lost everything.  I was devastated but, I never lost my new-found faith in God believing there is a reason for everything in life.  I became even more devout.  

In 1997, I had to call my bank.  I asked the woman who answered for her name and title in case I had to get back to her.  She said, "My name is Mary Kate."  I replied, "Oh, that’s my child’s name."  Before our conversation ended, I learned that we have the same last name.  I was shaken to the core, but it wasn’t over.  

Carrie is my cognitive therapist and I knew right away that she was 'right' for me because she prayed with me.  One day I asked her when she was born.  When she said January 17, 1969, I must have turned gray.  I felt the blood run out of my face and I told her, "That is the date my child would have been born."  If I had had a daughter, I would have wanted her to be like Carrie.  When I told her that, we both started to tear up.

God had been letting me know that he wanted me to repent about taking Mary Kate’s life…….That I had no right to decide whether or not she should live.  I have asked my Father in Heaven to forgive me as well as all those mothers who have done the same. I wish I had had the courage of my friend, Connie, who became pregnant after being raped, brought her child to term, and placed him for adoption.  

I’ve been told that when you die, you see those children you never knew, including those aborted or miscarried.  I hope that Mary Kate will come to me on my deathbed and will forgive me for being a coward.  I should have given her a chance.  


